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Buccleugh, who has a horn in the middle of
his forehead. His son has an inclination to
imitate him. Do not think that I say this
metaphorically. It is a real horn growing
in the cranium.

CCCVL

MONTPELLIER, April 2o, 1868.
DEAR friend, I have been so ill as to lose
all courage. It was impossible for me to
think. I learned, by chance, that there
was at Montpellier a physician who treated
asthma by a new method and I have tried It*
It seems to me that my condition is improv-
ing. I hope to find you soon in Paris.
There Is a fair under my windows. They
are exhibiting a giantess, in a satin gown,
which she lifts to show her legs. Their
diameter is that of your waist. Good-by,
dear friend.

CCCVII.

PARIS, June 16, 1868.

I WENT, day before yesterday, to the Bois
de Boulogne, where I saw the most extrava-and women. The women have incredible
